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Author's Notes: 

Ow, sorry its been so long since | wrote anything. Stuff has been happening to me and over the last year, | 
feel as if I've been to the highest peak of heaven, darkest pits of hell and everything in between. Ha and | 
thought reducing my alcohol intakes was tough. Present me to newly sober me. "You aint seen nothing yet". 


Still not out of the murky waters but.here is a story! At last, | felt like writing. | hope everybody likes it :) 


It was a deceptively quiet afternoon in the Metallimansion. James was drinking beer and watching an old black 
and white Western film. Jason was sitting on a huge beanbag, reading a bass magazine. Kirk and Lars were.. 
doing something in one of the other rooms. 


As they weren't interrupting James’ Western, James wasn't bothered and he did not have a single fleeting 
moment where he thought to himself, Hmm, / wonder what Kirk and Lars are doing? However, he was about to 


find out. 


The peaceful aura of the living room was metaphorically kicked in the nads as the door was thrown open in a 


dramatic way that could only announce the arrival of the other two Metallica members. Indeed, Lars strode in, 
brimming with confidence, while Kirk followed behind, holding a large canvas. 


"James, Jason!" Lars said happily. "Guess what me and Kirk have been doing?" 


"No guesses that suggest anything gay or X-rated," Kirk added. James, who had just opened his mouth, shut it 
again quickly. 


"Or cross-dressing," Lars added. 

"Geez, you pair always have to make everything fucking difficult, don't ya," said James. 
"James! You're not guessing," said Lars, giving him puppy eyes. 

"Jason! You're not guessing," James said, poking the poor bassist in the back of his curly head. 
"Uhhh..skeet shooting?" Jason suggested. 


Lars sighed. "Jase, you have the imagination of a soggy bowl of Cornflakes". He placed his hands on his hips and 
turned to Kirk. 


"Kirk! Show them our masterpiece!" 
Kirk beamed and strutted in front of James and Jason. He held up the canvas, so they were both forced to 
view it, whether they wanted to or not. Jason did. James didn't. Lars watched his bands mates reactions with 


bated breath. 


Jason looked at the painting. It was a mark of his resilience that he could stare at two naked men kissing in 


glorious oils and not blush. 

"Wow!" Jason said after a moment's consideration. "It's erm..very..original". 

James made a sound that was halfway between a snort and a choke. 

"Thank you, Jason," Lars said, smiling sweetly at the bassist. Then he fixed his gaze on James. 
"James?" 


James just stared, opened mouthed at the painting. Kirk and Lars were both watching him in a predatory 
fashion. 


‘Its porn," he finally said. "You dudes have been painting porn all afternoon". 


"James!" Kirk cried in a hurt tone. "It's not porn" 

Its art!" Lars insisted. "Don't you know the difference between porn and art?" 

"There are dicks in it," James said flatly. "Dicks are porn. End of". 

"Not always," Jason said helpfully. "What about David?" 

James gasped, horrified! "What the fuck? You mean Mustaine? You've seen Mustaine's dick?" 

"No, James," Jason said patiently. "Michelangelo's David. It's a famous statue from the Renaissance period". 
"Oh," James said, relieved. "Oh yeah, | knew that. Just testing you to see if you did as well". 

Lars sighed. "James, you are SO uncultured". 

Kirk pouted. "All afternoon, he said. Lars, tell him how long we have been working on our masterpiece". 
"Three weeks," Lars said. "Three whole weeks of hard work and artistic inspiration’. 

"Three weeks to paint a couple of dicks," James smirked. "I'm gonna get another beer". He bolted up from the 
settee and tripped over his previous can of beer, sending it flying. Lars squeaked and Kirk clutched the painting 
protectively to his bosom. James put out his hands to save himself, luckily his fall was broken by a soft and 
squishy Jason. 


"UFFA" Jason gasped; all the breath knocked out of him by a very heavy James. 


"Hey, thanks Jase," James said. "You saved me from bruising. Not that James Hetfield bruises from a little 


fall". 
"Uhh, any time," Jason replied, with what little oxygen he had left in his lungs. 
"But it's the thought that counts, right?" James said. 


"Um, yeah," Jason agreed, somehow managing to breath again without dislodging James. "Yeah, thats me, 


alright. Jason T. Newstead". 
"The T stands for thoughtful, yeah?" James asked. 
"Uhuh!" Got it in one!" 


"James, Lars said slowly. "You seem to be spending an awful long time squashing Jason and not attempting to 


get back up". 


James turned to look at Lars. He could see a golden brown puddle seeping from a can nearby. 
"Lars, look behind you," James said. 

Lars did so. As did Kirk They saw the leaking beer and squealed simultaneously. 

"It's art!" Lars exclaimed. 

"The carpet!" Kirk cried. 

Jason blinked and James just grinned at him. 

"How about James C Hetfield?" he suggested. 

"The C stands for crafty?" Jason asked, smiling back 


"Yep," James said. "And not in the drawing dicks as art way!" 


The End 


